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"You are a caution/' but when Lisa had asked,
"What is a caution?1' they had both stared at her and
Gwen hacl said, "Nothing to talk to your grand-
mother about."
Grandmother, thought Lisa, how unlike Mama-
chenl though grandmother, like Mamachen, had
spent forty years living on her husband's estates, a
serenely happy wife, a serenely happy widow a
serenely happy mother. Nothing had disturbed her
life. She had been told of good and evil, but evil had
seemed like a bogey, not a very convincing bogey, an
illustration in a child's book, something invented for
Nanny to frighten you with, which ceased to exist
when you grew up.
When an unmarried girl in the village was dis-
covered to be pregnant, grandmother said, with
her usual quiet logic: "What a pity she was riot
married."
The Vicar was outraged: "She committed a deadly
sin."
"Well," answered grandmother deprecatingly,
"that, of course, I cannot tell, I know so little about
sin."
Lisa had tried to fit these things together. Being
married was one thing, being a mother something
quite different. She could see no connection.
Where, she wondered, echoing her grandmother,
does sin come in? After all, what were sins? Pinch-